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HER MAJESTY: 
R E-BU 11 5 IN G the LOD G I'N 8.8 
a O F/ TH 1 
BLACK PRINCE, ad HENRT . 
At Qyzzns-C6itxcr Oxford 


HERE bold and graceful ſoars, ſecure of 
fame, 


T Ther pile, now Worthy great Philippa's name, 
Mark that old Ruine, Gothic and uncou th, 


Where the Black Edward paſs'd his beardleſs youth, 
And the Fifth Henry, for his Firſt renown, * 
Out-ſtrip'd each rival, in a Student's gown. 
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—— ——-— — 1 — 


* eee 
1 tbat coarſe age, were Wade fond to dwell. 
With meagre Monks, and haunt the ſilent. Cell: 
Sent from the Monarch's to the Muſe 8 court, | 


Their Meals were frugal, and their Sleeps. were ſhort; 


To couch at Curfeu-time they thought no ſcorn, 


And froze at Mating, every winter-morn ; 


They read, an Early book, the. ſtarry frame, 
And Liſp'd each Conſtellation by its name; 
Art, after Art, ſtill dawning to their view, 
And their Mind opening; as their Stature grew. 


Vet, Whoſe ripe Manhood ſpred our fame ſo ws. A 
Sages in peace, and Demi-gods in war! 
Who, ſtern in fight, made echoing Cref} ring, 
And, mild in conqueſt. Serv'd his Captive King? 
Who gain'd, at Agmcourt, the Victor's bas 
Nor took Himſelf, but gave good Heaven the Hot 
Thy Nurſlings, ancient Dome! to virtue form d; 
To Mercy ligening, whilſt i in Helds they ſtorm d; 
Fierce to the fierce; {nd warm th' oppreſt to ſave; 
Through life rever d, and worſhip d in the grave. 


In 


E 
In ten- fold pride their mouldering roofs ſhall ſhine, 
The ſtately work of bounteous Caroline, 
And bleſt Philippa, with un-envious eyes, 
From heaven behold her Rival's fabric riſe. 
If ſtill, bright Saint, this Spot deſerve thy care, 


In cline thee to th' ambitious Mule's prayer: 


O, could'ſt thou win Young William's bloom to grace 
His Mother's walls, and fill thy Eduards place, 
How would that Genius, whoſe propitious wings 
Have here Twice hover'd o'er the Sons of Kings, 


Deſcend triumphant to his ancient ſeat, 


And take in charge a Third PLANTAGENET. 
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